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COVER IMAGE: Resurrection of the Dead (Imago Mortis) from Liber Chronicarum 
Hartmann Schedel; Nuremburg Chronicles: Anton Koberger; 1493 

Plate Size: 19.5 x 22.5 cm; Sheet Size 43.0 x 30.5 cm 

Woodcut 

Library of Congress, Washington DC 


The Danse Macabre: joy in and of death, the great equalizing end that all meet. 
While not specifically biblical, it contains elements of a religiously esoteric print. 
With Latin text for the first edition, this particular plate shows a scene from the 
“Seventh World: The Last Judgement”, and demonstrates mankind’s obsession 
with the afterlife. 1493 was a year of expansion: Columbus returns to Spain after 
accidentally discovering the West Indies and Pope Alexander VI issues a papal bull 
giving Spain the divine right to colonize the Americas and it’s Native peoples. The 
text as translated seems eerily prescient for 1493 as well as 2020: 


“Nothing is better than Death, nor anything worse than an unfair Life, 
O great Death, you are men’s eternal rest from labor, 

You relax the yoke for the aged, God willing, 

And remove the heavy fetters from the necks of the vanquished, 

You lift exile and break open the doors of prison, 

You rescue from indignities, assigning good things to the just by lots, 
And you remain unmoved, implacable by any technique, 

On that day preset from the beginning, all these things you command 
the peaceful soul to bear, the end of its labors having been promised, 
Without you the life of the suffering is a perennial prison.” 


(This verse was adapted from Petrarch’s “Letter to Giovanni Colonna” (“Epistola 
ad loannem de Columna”). Translation by Michael North.) 


~ Traci Bosshardt 


Design by James Morrison 


Wishful 
9 


To live in some anonymous building 
Low to the ground 

Ready to return to the earth 

To live in some backwater of history 
Barely cresting the horizon 

Almost oblivion again 

To wake without knowing and sleepwalk 
Through a candlelit hall 

Then back into night 


Hoarding 


9 


I’m filling one pocket with money 
And another with fears 


When the day is over I will eat both 


Glutted on my own avarice 
And a surfeit of anxieties 


When the world sleeps 


Neither will I. But that’s for later 
For now I stand here 


Filling my pockets in a dying reflex 


Iam a craven thing, a riven being 
Held together with coins and alarms 


Tonight, like you, I’ll not sleep. 


The fortunate and the others 


9 


The fortunate are ghosts 
Haunting empty cafés, silent 
Boardrooms, classrooms and 
Cubicles fallen into disuse: 

The carapace of all our busywork 


And pass time. 
O, fortunate we, ghosting the city. 


And in the heat of hopelessness 
And in the thirst for home, 

The living march, in orderly file 

The while, we watch and rail 
Jealous ghosts, angry ghosts 

Never lived, not really, can't see why 


They want to. 


Sweet but kills 


9 


Hostile years surround me. My Pepsi 
Is flat. MTV no longer plays music 
Videos and the worst man in the 
Country sits on the very peak 

Only hate is strong enough to unite 
Us, we are things of fear and greed 
The second world war never ended 
No, no war ever dies. 

The only lesson I have learned 

Is that every war ever started 

Still rages, in our blood, in our 
Genes, on our soil, across seas 

No war has ended and hostile 

Years surround us on every side 

We are sent down a corridor 

Of uncertainty. I tunnel through time, 
My tea has gone cold. The sugar 

Is sweet but kills me. The day is old. 


A coin of comfort 


9 


I have a secret and it helps me live 
I have a secret pocket sewn 

In every outfit I wear 

So everywhere I go, and anytime 

I am prepared for the final call - 


A secret pocket with two secret coins 


So ifyou find me dead some day 
Don’t stop to marvel at my smile 
Please check for that pocket 
And when you find it, keep one 
Coin for you, but place the other 


Under my tongue. 


Unfortunately 


9 


Unfortunately, 
Or at least 


Unequivocally 


Iam mired 
In flesh 


Escape 
Is only 
Death 


Imagination is 
Rooted in 


Brain cells 
But it is 
Something 


A grace note 


No that’s not what I mean 


A note of grace 


Physicality 
Is everything 


Idie 
With and as 
This flesh 


No transcendence 


But Pll take 
The flickers 


Of imagination 


It’s enough 


Asking more 


Brings despair 


Which is harder 
To live with 


Than limitation. 


(I am sorry 

I ate today’s poem 

I was bored 

I’ve been cooking the same 
Two dishes 

For three weeks 

It is in me now 

And, because poems 
Have their own logic, 
It will always be 
Maybe next time 


Pll write it down for you.) 


a 


End/begin 


9 


It is the end of the old lockdown 


And the start of the new one 


The Muslims are still to blame 


And the poor are starving 


The grey market thrives 


America stole our testing kits 


The courts shield the government 


And the police attack the people 


Some actors made a video 


Some businessmen donated a little money 


They arrested an intellectual 


All the activists are behind bars too 


I fear the home minister’s silence 


As much as I fear him emerging from it 


The Ramayan is on TV again 


And most of the poor aren't even documented 


On WhatsApp the uncles and aunts hate 


Twitter won't let Ambedkar Jayanti trend 


Here in the midst of a new nightmare 


It is just another year in India 


Whisper 
9 


Make me a cup of tea 

Tell me the world isn’t all bad 
Make it with cardamom and ginger 
Stir lumps of jaggery in 

Tell me what I want to hear 

Make it milky, make it sweet, 

Make it spicy 

Whisper it in my ear: 

Things will get worse but 


Things will get better. 


Daily 


9 


Long days of nights 
Peering through glass 
Everything was golden 
Everything was amber 
Froze myself in sorrow 
Fixed myself in rage 

Took life in a kind of feint 
Living through misdirection 
Haloed in hopelessness 
Harmed by existence 
Protected, dejected 
Amassing evidence 
Hiding it in empty bottles 
And paper cups 

Buried behind the homestead 
Smell of sweat and dust 
Squelch of rotted leaves 
Shards of memory 
Opening veins 

Blood across the lawn 

An army of alibis 


Gone in dawn's cool coma. 


Prayer 


9 


Send ice 
Shimmering 


Down my spine 


Make me feel I’m alive 


Make me feel I’m dying 


Light the fuse 
Of my nerves 


Burn me with pain 


Make me want to survive 


Make me want to die 
Don’t 
Leave me here 


In limbo 


Don’t remind me I was never born 


Don’t remind me Pl never die 


Escape 


9 


Why should I acknowledge anything 
Least of all reality? It is last year 

The sun streams around me 

Iam surrounded by air and cats 

I can go anywhere I want to 

There is beer in the store down the road 
I will meet some friends for dinner 

I will discover new places 

Why should I lose myself in now 
When it is so weightless and empty 
Iam there, in a gleaming balcáo 

A calico cat snoozes on a beam 
There is a can of beer somewhere 
With my name on it 


And I can go anywhere I want to. 


Always 


9 


I have always stood here 

By the mystical waters 

Music in my ears, a dream 

In my heart 

Looking beyond the world 
Beyond the hand of fate 

And its offering of revelation 
To the woods on the other side 


Ethereal, fleeting, eternal. 


Springs the season 


9 


Sombre springs the season 

In the valley they are lost 

Lost to us, lost to bloody history 
In the cities, some shelter 

Some seek sustenance 

Itis easier than ever, now 

For the unfortunate to die 

Or be killed. I do not know 
What it is like elsewhere 

In the villages, in the jungles 

I barely know what it is like 

In the homes of my neighbours 
Who clap and clang and light up 
For the great puppet master 

I barely know what it is like 

For myself. What days are, and 
What nights. I try to attach myself to 
A pulse. From a song or a book 
To pace myself through an 
Austerity that I know is luxury 
All the definitions are shifting - 


Not transforming, though - 

The hierarchies are firm, 

Injustice is robust and disease 

Is as status-conscious as the rest of us. 
I was fortunate. I was allowed hope 
In childhood. Space seemed close 

At hand and I awaited the 
Twenty-first century. I was and 

Am fortunate. I must repeat this 

Like a mantra, like a catechism 

I do not have to hunt frogs 

I do not need to kill myself 

So that there is more food for my family 
Iam not carrying a dead child 

Many miles away from any home 

And no place for it or I 

To rest. Sombre springs 

The season to our eyes, 

Birds shriek and petals fall 

There will be a summer and a winter 
There will come rain and sunny days 

I will be there for them, until Iam not 


Iam fortunate. Until Iam no more. 


Joseph 


9 


You will live on (you never died) 
Your soul will fly (you are the sky, you are light) 


You will always remain (you are like the elements) (you are not 
gone) 


Gone is 


The pain the weakness the suffering the confusion the longing to 
soar again 


We will never lose you (you are never gone) (you are free you are 
forever) 


The vision remains (we see with eyes you gave us) (you gave) (so 
much) (unstinting) 


The kindness is still felt (kindness never fades) (you saint in faded 
denim) (you beast you king of yellow) (not in, but of) (you 
saint in faded demon) 


You 
Remain 


A blues riff. A new wave shimmer. A punk yell. Avant-garde in the 
gutter. (you saint in faded denim) 


This is Not Fade Away. 


Never. 


Day follows day 


9 


Day follows day 

I have avoided writing for ten days 
Avoided thinking 

Avoided reality and avoided 
Fantasy 

Night follows night 

Some are stifling 

Some bring rain 

My inaction 

Has no impact on the weather 
Week follows week 

What was clear remains clear 

The uncertainties accumulate 

I try not read too much into it 
Somehow, another month comes knocking 
I try not to read too much into it 

I try not to think at all 


I want to sleep, I miss my nightmares 


Travel 


9 


Who will travel now? 
Only the desperate 
And the lavish 


How will they travel? 
Packed like produce, or on foot 


In designer jets 


Where will they travel? 
To obscure homes, to wherever work is 


To hideaways, to pleasure domes 
When will they travel? 


Whenever hunger calls, 


Whenever they wish. 


Zoom in zoom out 


9 


We are like figures in a 1gth century landscape painting 
Zoom in, and we resolve into blobs of paint 
Laid on with great verve, well practised illusions 


Only meant to be seen from a particular distance 


We are nothing but a small suggestion of humanity 
Described with a pallette knife’s quick gestures 
An illusion of microcosms in the larger whole 


Window dressing and when you step too close - 


We disappear into a swirl of pigments, cracked and flaking 
Step too far away from the desired vantage 

And suddenly the gracious countryside idyll 

Resolves into a hell illustrated by Geiger. 


9 


What do the birds think 
In their small brains 


Where do they think we've gone? 


More than memory 


9 


Some days I am nothing but an archive 

Some days Iam more dying than alive 

Well, let me take a book down from the shelf 
Blow the dust off this scrapbook of my former self 
Let me thumb sadly through my album of ages 

Of yellowed and dog-eared back pages 


I see rooms, bright or dark or merely dim 

I probe depths, trenches of memory I swim 
There was the mattress, that was the floor 
That was the face the sun, the sky wore 

A double rainbow once limned my darkest day 


I had to smile, to bare my teeth, I had to look away. 


The mood, somehow, passes, and I am here, free. 


I tell myself that I am more than memory. I have to be. 


Celebrate 


9 


We do not know 
What has mattered most 


Until we are swept away 


Here in my hideaway 
I remember leaves 


Leaves falling on tarmac 


Here on avery brink 
I think about sparrows 


About vanilla scented pages 


The small things, the large things 
We never know what will remain 


Embrace them all 


While you can 
Celebrate each breath 


Each stain, each device. 


Leave fragments 


9 


Ifwe could make 

Just a little history 
Together 

Let it be something 

Fragile and fine and fleeting 
A pirate utopia 

In its heyday 

Some Cathar redoubt 

Or a Nasthik stronghold 
Where varna was forbidden 
And Manu banned 

Or Sappho’s grove 

Where with salty fingers 
And teasing tongues 

We could read between 
The lines 

Leaving fragments - 
Beautiful, incomplete 


Eternal. 


One for V 


9 


He is now everyone's 

And in life he wasn't 
Anyone s 

Now anyone can take him 
In their blue box 

Or reduce him 

To a pathology 

Animate him Imitate him 
Profit off him 

Now anyone can invoke him 
But when skies crawl 


And crows call caw call caw 


We are 
All alone 
Like him 
Toujours 





